

jz The Tragedy of Othello 

* cannot weepe,nor anfwere haue I none, 

Blic what {hould goc by water : prethee to night 
Lay on my bed my wedding (heecs^cmember. 

And call thy husband hither* 

Em. Here is a change indeed. Exit* 

Def Tis meet I (hould be vfde fo,very meet. 

How haue I bin behau’d, that he might fticke 
Tne fmali’ft opinion on my lead mifufe. Enter lag© 

lag. What is your pleafure Madam? and Emillia. 

How i’ft with you? 

T>ef. I can not tell : thofe that doe teach young babes. 

Doe it with gentle tneanes,and eafie caskes $ 

He might ha chid me fo,for in good faith, 

I am a childe to chiding. 

Jag. What is the matter Lady? 

Alas Jago , my Lord hath fo bewhor’d her, 

Throwne fuch dcfpite^and heauy termes vpon her, 

As true hearts can not beare. 

Def Am I chat name Jago? 

Jag What name faire Lady ? 

Def Such as (he fayes my Lord did fay I was. 

Em. He call'd her whore ; a begger in his drinkc. 

Could not haue layed fuch tearenes vpon his Caliet. 

Jag. Whydidh'fo? 

Def I doe not know, I am fure I am none fuch. 

lag . Doc not wecpe,doe not weepe : alas the day. 

Em, Has (lie forfooke fo many noble matches, 

Her Father, and her Countrey, and her Friends, 

To be cald *'hore? would it not make one weepe? 

Def It is my Wretehedfortune. 

Jag. Belhrew him for it: how comes this tricke vpoii him? 

Def Nay,heauen doth know. 

Em. I will be hangd,if fomeeternall villainc. 

Some bufie and infinuatiw* rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening (laue, to get fome office, 

Haue not dcuifde this (lander, He be hang’delfe. 

ja o. Fie, there is no fuch man it is impofsible. 

Def If any fuch there arc hcauen pardon him,. 
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J Em. A Halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones : 

Why (hould he c .11 her whored who keepcs her company? 

Whar place what timc,what forme, what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by lome mod villanous knaue ; 

Some bale notorious knau^fome feuruy fellow ; 

0 heanen,thac fuch corpauionsrhoudft vnfold, 

^nd put in cuery honed hand a whip, 

Tolaihthc rafcall, naked through the world, 

Eaenfiom the eaft to’th weft. 

lag. Speake within dotes. 

£m. O fie vpon him , fome fuch fquire he was, 

That turnd your wit,thefeamy fide without. 

And made you to fufpeft me with the Moore. 

Jag. You are a foole,goc to. 

Def. O good lago. 

What (hall 1 doe to win my Lord againc ? 

Good friend goe to him,for by this light of heauen, 

1 know not how i loft him. 

Here I koccle : 

If ere my will did trefpafle ’gainft his loue. 

Either in difcourfe,or thought.oraftuall deed. 

Or that mine eyes, mine eares,or any fence. 

Delighted them in any other forme | 

Or that I doe nor yer,and eucr did, 

And euer will (though he doe (hake me off 
To beggerly diuorcemenr,) loue him deerely s 
Comfort forfweare me; vnkindneffe may doe much, 

And his vnkindnefle may defeat my life, 

But neuer taint mv loue, l can not fay whore. 

It doth abhorre me, now I (peake the word. 

To doe the aft. that might th’addition earne. 

Not the worlds mafle of vanity could make me. 

lag. I pray you be content, tis but his humour. 

The bufinefJV of the State does him offence. 

And he does chide with you, 

Def. if {‘were no other. 

1«g. Tis but fo,I warrant you: 

Hatke bow chefe Inftrnments fummon you to (upper, 
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